FROM WEST  TO  EAST
why must all this be—wounds and suffering, these beds,
these bedpans, and all this longing, when life was so
wonderful, so full of happiness. ..."
A call from the other end of the coach: "Nurse!55
"Coming!'5 she called back, and with a light step
answered the call.
Kramin was in bed No. 18, above Glushkov. He was
a small, sickly man with a shining bald head and a
sharp-featured, dry, humorous face. His round eyes in
their thick-rimmed glasses made his features even
sharper. In fact he looked exactly like an owl.
His spine was injured, and both his legs paralysed,
and suffering had dried him up until he was as light as
a child. For what remained of his life he would have to
go on crutches. Sometimes he would fling back the quilt,
and survey his thin, yellow, withered legs, with lower
lip pushed out.
When he was brought into the coach he asked for
books.
"As many as possible, please,5* he said.
Lena brought him everything she could find in the
train's meagre library—Eugene Onegin, Zoshchenko5s
humorous stories, a single number of a 1939 magazine
and another book which had to remain nameless because
the first and last pages had been used for cigarette paper.
"Delightful," said Kramin.
He read them all through on the very first day. He
lay on his back holding the book low down over his face.
His head moved from left to right and back again as his
eyes followed the lines, but he read remarkably quickly.
He seemed to be gobbling up the books like a hungry
chicken pecking grain.
It was the custom in the train to put a book on the
table by each cot before loading a fresh contingent of
wounded. Kramin soon read all there was to read*
Rumours spread the whole length of the train about this
man who swallowed in one hour a book which would
have lasted anyone else for the whole trip, Danilov,
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